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PEEPACE. 



FBiEin>SHip! what tender sensibilities 
this simple word awakens in every bosom. 
It was friendship, pare sincere friendship, 
that knit together the sonls of David and 
Jonathan, of Bath and Naomi, of Jesos and 
Lazaras; and we cannot bat believe that 
homan society woold be happier by a higher 
development of this distinctive principle of 
onr nature. In the materials for this little 
volume, we have aimed to bring out and 
illustrate some of the best feelings of the 
human hSATttt *fl* L i?fk ^I 'it'flnfldjQMAatttt'Mh' 
timents hiiOo|tlltimil IHlIllMnltlftady 
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response in eyery ingenuous breast. The 
varied character of the pieces, in prose and 
poetry, nearly all on the subject of friend- 
ship, or closely affied to it, ^renders this a 
peculiarly fitting little token, or gift-book 
from fHend to friend. Should it serve this 
purpose, and thereby stimulate a laudable 
friendship, it will accomplish the object of 
The Comfileb. 



THE TOKEN 



FRIENDSHIP. 



SAKLT FtllNlSBIFS. 

Whebe are the friends of earlier years— 

The fond, the faithful hearted, 
With whom we shared the smiles and tears 

Of days long since departed ? 

The friends who cheered onr infant hours, 
And chlldhood*s moments brightened, — 

Whose fondness strewed life's path with 
flowers, 
And every sorrow lightened, — 

0, tt'A^rvarefhey! The stream of time 
Has never ceased its flowing, 
, But on its breast onr manhood's prime 
To age is swiftly going. 



OLD FKIENDS TOOBTHXR. 



And swiftly, too, adown that tide 
Have passed those friends once round ns ; 

Bnt death^s dark stream shall ne*er diyide 
The Imks of lore that bound ns. 

No ! though the friends of earlier years 

Within the tomb are sleeping. 
This thonght shall dry oar fallmg tears, 

This hope shall stay onr weeping, — 

The thought, that when our days are past, 

The links death cannot sever 
Shall then be made more tmly f!ut 

In perfect bliss forever. 



ODD FRIENDS TOGETHEB. 

Oh, time is sweet, when roses meet 

With Springes sweet breath around them ; 
And sweet the time when hearts are lost, 

If those who love have found tbem; 
And sweet the mhid that still may find 

A star in darkest weather — 
But nought can be so sweet to see 

As old friends meet together. 



OLD FRIENDS TOGETHXB. 



Those dajs of old when youth was bold, 

And time stole wings to speed it ; 
And youth ne'er knew how fast time flew, 

Or knowing, did not heed it — 
Though grey .each brow that meets us now 

(For age brings wintry weather), 
Yet nought can be so sweet to see 

As those old friends together. 

Re few long known, whom years have 
shown, 

With hearts that friend^p blesses $ 
A hand to cheer, perchance a tear 

To soothe a friend's distresses, 
Who helped and tried, still side by side, 

A friend to face bad weather — 
Oh, thus may we yet joy to see 

And meet old friends together I 
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I L9TE Te IITB. 

" I LOVE to live," said a prating boy, 
As he gaily played with his new bought toy, 
And a merry laugh went echoing forth, 
From a bosom filled with joyous mirth. 

" I love to live," said a stripling bold — 
*<I wiU seek for fame— I will toil for gold;** 
And he formed in his leisure many a plan 
To be cazried out wben he grew a 



" I loj^e to live," said a lover true, 
" Oh, gentle maid, I would live for you; 
I have labored hard in search of fame — 
I have found it but an empty name." 

" I love to live," said a happy sire. 
As his children neared tlys wintry fire ; 
For his heart was cheered to see their joy. 
And he almost wished himself a boy. 

" I love to live," said an aged man. 
Whose hour of life was well nigh ran— 
Think you such words from him were wild ? 
The old man was again a child. 
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And ever thus in this fallen worid, 
Is the banner of hope to the breeze nnftiried, 
And only with hope of life on high, 
Can a mortal ever love to die. 



I LITE TO LOTE. 

" I LiTiE to love/' said a langhing girl, 
And she playfnlly tossed each flaxen curl ; 
And she climbed on her loving father's knee. 
And snatched a kiss in her childish glee. 

"I live to love," said a maiden fair. 
As she twined a wreath for her sisters hair; 
They were bound by the chords of love to- 
gether, 
And death alone could these sisters sever. 

**I live to love," said a gay young bride, 
Her loved one standing by her side ; 
Her life told again what her lips had spoken. 
And never was the link of affection broken. 

*'I live to love," said a mother kind— • 
^ I would live a g^de to the infant mind." 
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Her precepts and examples giyen, 
Guided her ohildxen home to heayen. 

'*I shall live to love," said a fading form, 
And her eye was hright, and her cheek grew 

warm, 
And she thought in the blissful world on 

high, 
She would live to love and nerer die. 

And ever thus in this lower world, 
Should the banner of love be wide unfurled; 
And when we meet in the world above, 
May we love to live and live to love. 



GiYS me the depth of love that springs 
From friendship in misfortune grown, 

As ivy to the ruin clings, 
When every other hope has flown. 

Give me that fond confiding love — 
That naught but death itself can blight; 

A flame that slander cannot move, 
But buns in darkness doubly bright. 



TBIXTXPH OTXB DSATH. 11 

TRIUMPH OVER DEATH* 

Thb M1S810NABT Herald, for Noyembcr, 
1847, contains an obitaarj notice of the death 
of Mrs. Paris, at the Sandwich Islands. The 
following extract shows what serene illumi- 
nation and joy attended her departure fh>m 
the trials of the earth to the rest of the skies. 

" She said to Mr. Paris, * When the hour 
of my departore comes, I wish to haye all 
silent and still. It is often thought that 
everybody must crowd around the dying 
bed. I wish to have my children, one on 
each side of me, and you by my pillow. 
I wish them to see their mother die, when 
all is calm, and there is nothing to distract* 

** On another occasion, when Mr. Paris read. 
On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, 
and spoke of Bunyan's river of death, re- 
marking that she now stood on the verge of 
this river, she replied, 'I do not like that 
view of death. Our blessed Saviour has 
told us that he will come again for his own, 
and receive them to himself. I love to be- 
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lieye his words, and to commit my soul to 
him. If hfi takes ms to liimself, death is 
swallowed up in victory. . What are all the 
dark valleys and rivers, if Jesus is with as ? * 
"Morning was breaking upon the moun^ 
tains of Hawaii, and a morning of immortal 
brightness was dawning on her soaL Her 
mortal powers gently gave way, * the silver 
cord * was loosed, and she quietly left us for 
the bosom of her Saviour. 

Thus star by star dseliiiM, 

Till aU an passed sway ; 
As momiDg high and higher shines, 

To pore and perfect day ; 
Nor sink those stars in empty night. 
But hide themselves in heaven's own light 

" Thus peacefully and triumphantly ended 
the mortal career of our dear sister. She 
sleeps in Jesus. She was found waiting for 
her Lord. She welcomed the messenger and 
the call to go. Through grace we believe 
she has washed her robes and made them 
white in the blood of the Lamb. Through 
this blood she overcame, and she now wears 
a * starry crown.* Her * rest is glorious.' " 



r 
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IT HOTHEt'S 6EiTE. 

This lonely grave k dear to me, 
Though over it ik> willows weep ; 

For underneath this grassy god, 
A mother's mouldering ashes sleep. 

No splendid monumental stone, 
No bright exotics here are found. 

Yet something better marks the spot. 
Than simple wild flowers blooming 'round. 

No epitaph with sounding words. 

The virtues of the dead to tell 
Is needed — in her children's hearts 

These virtues are remembered welL 

Her counsels, ever wise and good, 
And her reproofs so kind and mild, 

Are still remembered, though I then 
Was but a young and thoughtless child. 

'T is sweet to visit now her grave, 
And dwell on scenes long since gone by ; 

To treasure thoughts of one so pure. 
And learn to feel that all must die. 



14 A 8I8TEB'8 tribute. 

A 8IgTSB>8 TRIBUTE 

VO TBI lUDCOET OV A BXLOTXD BSOTHXB. 

Brothsb, wh«re art thou ? for I gaze around, 
And see thee not, I Usten for the sound 
Of that dear voice, whose soft and gentle tone 
Of love and kindness, came to meet mine 

own: 
I speak, I call thee, — brother, dost thon hear 
Thj sister^s voice? Ah I all is still and 

drear — 
No answering word of kindness meets my 

ear. 

Oh, thou art gone I the cold dark angel came 
And bore thy spirit fh>m the sinking ftiime ; 
0*er thy dear form, I've breathed a last 

farewell. 
My dear, dear brother! how shall language 

teU 
The depth of angnlsh, which laments thy 

doom, 
So early destined to the silent tomb. 
While busy memory paints the vivid scene 
Of pleasures past^ of joys which once have 

been; 
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But all are passed, and I myself mnst wait, 
A dreary mourner sad aad desolate. 

But hush I my wayward, selfish heart be 

still. 
And hnmbly bend to meet thy Father's will. 
He called thee, brother, from this world of 

care, 
The holy joys of paradise to share ; 
Thy happy sonl has fomid a glad release. 
Thou breatbest now, the ur of lore and 

peace. 

And shall I moom, when ihon, so truly 

blest, 
Hast found a home of pure and lasting rest ? 
Oh no I but upward will I fix my trust, 
And then, oh then, when this poor drooping 

dost 
Shall sleep in death, most gladly will I rise, 
To hail thy spirit in its native skies. 
In yonder Heaven, washed pure from every 

'stain, 
Oh, brother dear ! we soon shall meet again. 



16 OBILD OF BOBBOW. 



CeilD OF S«tftO¥. 

Child of sorrow ! — Child of sorrow, — 
Mormur not beneath the rod, 

There may be a joyful morrow, 
Treasured up for thee with God. 

When the mgfat of pain is dari^t. 
When thy path is cold and xlreaar, 

Trast in Irod — He surely naarketh 
Every pang arid every tear. 

If thy innrit bow before him, 
With a heartfelt humble prayar. 

If thy ferrackt -faith adcoe him, 
He will banish thy despair. 

He win teach thee resignation. 
He will give thee heartfelt peace, 

Blessed hope, and consolation, 
Biches and immortal bliss. 
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SWEET SI8VEB, C«IE. 

Ofi ! thonghts all Bweet and sad 

The heart shall fin,— 
Visions of beauty glad 

The spirit thrill: — 
Will ye not come ? 
"The light of earth grows dim, — 

It fades away; 
Night lifts her vesper hymn« 

Oh! join the lay! 
SweetiiflfteryOODMl 

Come to the place of pmyer, 

Commqninn sweety 
Oh! bring ye ever theM 

An offering meet ! 
Will ye not come? 
lAgJht to yonr path shall spring, 

Gladdening the way ; 
Hope pkime her Iwarenirard irfag^ 

While ye shall pray, 
Dear sisteCBjOomei 
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EEIN'S SiUeHTEt. 

[Thi following tonohiiig liaet 'man lagfMted by 
flM ftet that a poor Ibuh glri, in New York, who 
hftTing aayed thirty dollars to send to her fiiends in 
IreUmd, learned that her &ther, mother, datar, and 
brother were dead.] 

PooB £rin*8 daughter crossed the xoain, 

In youth's unfolding prime, 
A lot of servitude to bear 

In this our Western clime. 

And when the drear heart-eiokness cajne 

Beneath a stranger sky. 
Tears on her nightly pillow lay, 

Yet morning saw them diy — 

For still with cheerful hope she strore 

Her distant home to cheer. 
And fttnn her parents lift the weight 

Of poverty severe. 

To them with liberal hand she sent 
Her all— her hard-eam'd store — 

A rapture thrilling through her soul, 
She ne*er had felt before. 
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£yen mid her quiet slumbers gleamed 

A cabin's lighted pane, 
A board with simple plenty crown'd, 

A IoT*d and loying train. 

And so her life of earnest toil 

With secret joy was blest, 
For the sweet warmth of filial love 

Made snnshine m her breast. 

Bnt bitter tidings o*er the wave 

With feaifnl echo sped ; 
Gannt famine o*er her home had strode, 

And an were with the dead ! 

JJl gone ! ~ her brothers in their glee, 
Her sisters young and fair— 

And Erin's daughter bow'd her down 
In dMolate despair. 



ao rAMiLT lasBTiiro. 



FAULT lEETIRO. 

Wb all haye met on «aith once more 

With, hearts of shicere joy, 
Bat hope to meet on a happier shore 

Where hliss has no alloy. 

We aU have met —-ah I H was not M^ 

One brother was away ; 
H&d he been here a pnier gjbw 

Would gather rofond this day. 

We all ha?9 met— tiiis oaaaot be; 

For four lie in the tomb ! 
Our fkther, mother, sister, three, 

And sister's child ef bloom. 

Though in the grave, silettt am «^l^ 

Theur bodies torn to clay, 
Their fftmls as bright as heavenly light, 

Bask in eternal day. 

When next we meet, 'twill be with thmn 

Around Jehovah's throne — 
Each to their crown shall add a gem. 

And make their bliss our own. 
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A FBW day» afo, I was at ttie tUita pviiOB 
at Sing Siag, wbere I heaxd the fiuste I am 
about to rriato. They ftutiish a> toaohing 
an instance of devotion as I have lately met, 
and tiiey show ns that in the humblest walks, 
eyen in the atmo^here of Tice and cnme, 
there may fionrii^ some of the purest pas- 
sions, that onght to wm onr charities and 
make ns respect the poor. 

A yomig man in Nova Scotia came to l&s 
city of New York and fen among thiwes. 
He beoan^e (he companion of criminals^ per- 
haps a criminal himself. Certainly he was 
anested on a charge of crime, was tried, cod- 
yicted, and sent to the prison at Sing Sing. 

His sister in KoTa Scotia, heard cf the fiite 
of her brother, and resolred to aacnre his de- 
lirerance firom prison. She was onlt a serv- 
ant girl, and her scanty pnrse wae barely suf- 
ficient to defray her expenses tiuough the 
long jonmey to the city. When she reached 
New York, she learned that the only way to 
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get her brother out of prison was by pardon 
from the governor of the state, ancf he ^aa 
at Albany. She had no means to employ 
counsel to aid her in making the applioation, 
nor even the little that was necessary to pay 
her own way to the feet of the governor. 
She went to service in the city and worked 
faithfully till she had earned money enough 
to defray her expenses to Albany, and was 
soon there, a stranger, a young, unprotected 
woman, with no other recommendation than 
that of having a brother in the state prison. 
She inquined the way to the house of the 
governor, and there with all the eloquence 
of love so pent in her own bosom, she made 
known her request The governor said he 
must have some reason for granting the par- 
don, or he could not interfere ! 

" But mj brother is an innocent man,** 
said the girl, who had never for a moment 
indulged the thought that he could have 
been guilty of crime. The governor wanted 
something more than her word for it, and 
giving her the small comfort of words of 
sympathy and kindness, sent her away to 
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devise wajrs and means to prove the iniio> 
cence of her imprisoned brother. 

She returned to New York, and finding a 
place, agam resumed her domestic seryice, 
and indefatigably labored, as time and g^ 
portonity allowed, to accomplish what was 
now the great end of her life. And what 
will not perseverance and love achieve! — 
Hopeless as the attempt might appear, she 
iband the men who composed the jtuy that 
convicted her brother, and obtained the 
names of every one of them to a petition 
setting forth mitigating oircmnstances in his 
ease, and asking the interposition of execu- 
tive anthority in his behalf. With this peti- 
tion the devoted sister hnrried to Albany, 
and Aill of hope, she presented it to the 
governor. He was moved by the intensity 
of her purpose, and the ardent strength of 
her affection. But still he hesitated. 

" Why," said she, " you must pardon my 
brother, I shall never leave you until you do. 
I shall stay just here and pray forever, and 
if you wish me to go away you must pardon 
him, and I will bless you, and God will bless 
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yon the longwt day yon live." Her pmyen 
and tears so &r prevailed as to extort a 
promise that he would make immediate 
inquiries into the case, and if they were 
satisfactory he would tranfloiit the pardon 
by a certain day^ which he aamed^ tbi<e«|^ 
the mail, to the prison at Sing Sing. 

Once more the noble-hearted girl letnms 
to her work, and waits for the alow weeks to 
wear away. Bat they flew fastsi when she 
thought that the time of har brother's liberty 
drew near. This waa to be the rewavd of 
her toil and sufiering. 

On the very day whioh the governor had 
named, the constant sister makes her appear- 
ance at the door of the prison and informs 
the keeper that she had oome for her brether, 
who on that day was tabe pardoned by the 
goyemor. She was toki that so pardon had 
been received. Her heart sank within hen 
Was she, after all, to be disappointed? ^But 
the governor said he would send it by the 
^ post, and it would be here to-day. He will 
keep his promise, I know he wilL" The 
keeper was struck with her appearanoei 
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and deeply mterestod in her nuuiner. He 
told her to come in and he would send to the 
poBt effiee. While Uie meeaenger was gone 
she walked the room in great agitation, 
trembling between hepe and fear, and when 
the word was brouj^t that there was «• 
pmrdon^ she protested that it wonld come, 
and sha should not leaTe the prison until it 
did. The kind-hearted keeper took her to 
his house and permitted her to stay there 
waiting the arrival of the goyemor*8 letter. 
The next day — the pardon came — and she 
embraced her brother free, and freed by 
his sister's sacrifice and love. 

The pardon was. acoomf^ied by a letter 
ftom the goyemor to the prisoner, urging 
him in strong and impressive language to 
conduct himself hereafter in a manner wor- 
thy of the noble sister of whom he had 
reason to be proud, and to whose self-deny- 
ing and persevering efibrts he wae indebted 
for his liberty. The brother and sister, re- 
joicing in their re<unian and the boon of 
freedom so toiHully won, took their way 
from the prison houee, and are di^btless 
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now in some retirement, earning an honest 
Hying. 

I dwell with peculiar interest upon this 
Instance of sisterly attachment. It teaches 
me to look not only to the refined and ele- 
vated circles of humanity for examples of 
pure and constant love, but it tells me that 
the poor and neglected have hearts, and that 
they are as keenly alive to pleasure and pam 
as those in the more highly favored walks 
of life. 



STANZAS. 

Ah I Sister, do not think me sad. 

That thou hast found me weeping. 
For, oh I the sphrit*s dream is glad. 

In light and beauty sleeping : 
Oh I many a brow with flowers is wreathed, 

And many a smile is gay, 
That knows not half the blessedness, 

Which fills this heart to-day. 
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For sister ! irom the home above, 

A dream — a dream of heaven — 
Its light and life, its peace and love,— 

To this fnll heart is given : 
From many a scene in worlds like this, 

The smile of mirth may glow. 
Bat 't is the weight of perfect bliss. 

That causeth tears to flow. 

Sweet sister ! I have found a charm. 

Than Circe's more availing; 
It giveth in the storm, a calm. 

And strength when hope is failing; 
And dost thon ask the secret charm ? 

Would'st try its magic spell ? 
It is the deathless trust in Him 

Who doeth all things well. 
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A Mikl. 

I LAID me down and slept — and dreams, 

sweet dreams 
Of by-gone years were stealing o'er my 

coach, 
And I did dream that once again I dwelt 
In my fair cottage home — « a j^tyona, sporting 

child. 
With scarce a cloud to cast its dark'niog 

shade 
O'er my young spirit. But ever and anon, 
A being wildly beautiftil would come, 
And speak of that, — which seemed sad and 

strange, 
When in the fullness of my fount of joy 
Life seemed to me a flower encircled path 
Where ne'er was found a thorn. And thus 

she spake : 
Fair child, know'st thou that this is not thy 

home? 
There is another fkirer, brighter home 
Where thou shalt dwell. And then a sad- 

*ning thought, 



Would o*er my spirit come, and I would 

wonder why 
Tins earth with all its joys, wm not as fair, 
And briglit as avglit could he 

But soon, the scene was changed, 
And then methonght I was a sorrowing one. 
To whom this earth was bnt a desert waste. 
Without one flower to gladden lifers dark 

path,— 
That Hfe which was a wMiinesB to me, 
Whose richest, deasest boon, *twoald be to 

die; 
Yet then, Ihat same sw«et angel Toice would 

come, 
And gently whisper— •* Sorrowing pilgiim. 
Enow thou that this daxk earth is not thy 

home? 
There is another home for thee, which lies 

beyond 
The reach of sorrow — that is heayen." 
Then my glad spirit quickly cast away 
Its wei^ of gloom, and upward raised 
Its highest napat^kxL — for it Mt, 
That then was aU its tireasare. 
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And from my dream I waked, 
And oh, I thought that even from that hour 
In all lijfo*B brightest joys and darkest woes, 
I would from earth my aspirations xaise, 
And bear them unto heaven. 



HYIN, 

wizms voB na ooHSBoainov or \ 

WSSSBOBO^ OUUXXBZ. 



A THOUGHT has lingered at the graye, 
A holy thought that could not die. 

Since Abra'm chose Machpelah's caye 
Where Sarah might in slumber lie. 

The garden's had a thought profound, 
Still mioying wonder, loye, and tears. 

Since Jesus, in the oliye ground, 
Encountered more than mortal fban. 

The Graye and Garden bring to us 
Alternate terror and delight ; 

With that is seen the midnight ourse, 
With this, a heayen of noonday light 
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And in the garden was a tomb, * 
The first in which Perfection lay,— 

The first whose everlasting gloom 
Was chased by Besnrrection'B ray. 

Since from its confines daricness rolled, 
When angels rolled away the stone, 

A lamp before its shrine of gold, 
With spices f^d, has purely shone. 

Then here we *11 bring our sacred dead, 
To sleep till time and death are o*er; 
Our loyed, with whom sweet Memories 
tread. 
All winged and bright — the solemn 
shore. 

And here the impressire stone will teach 
The lesson dnst is slow to learn, 

Though Earth's continoal voices preach : 
** The dnst shall unto dust return I *' 

And here, as bleeds the wounded heart, 
The wounded heart shall solace feel. 

And see that Mercy winged the dart, 
For Mercy only wounds to heaL 

^Jomrxlz: 41. 
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TIE 6KATE. 

O TRXAD thon not lightly 
Where yew braxichee wave, 

And speak thou not slightly, 
For this is the^MMu 

Here beauty reposes, 
Once fairer than thou. 

All fled are the roses 
From cheek and from brow. 

Death holds in Ms keeping 

The maiden so mild, 
And the old man is sleeping 

Beside the young child. 

•Here friendship most fUter, 
And lore cannot save : 

Ties formed at the altar 
Mist break at the graye. 

Here wealtii is a bubble, 
And riches take wings, 

Care dies with its trouble. 
Pain loses its stings. 
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Here life that is longest 

Is yielded at length, 
And the arm that is strongest 

Is sham c^ its strength. 

O* ^nMrotis mortal 

WlifeBngerelsfeherel' 
Dbst fhdu shrink froih i9i<f pdrtsa 

Hiae wdlfeom'es the hi* 7 

Ton bright world the centra 
Of all thou hast known, 

Dost thou tremble to enter 
The pasage alone ? 

BJave thofi fkith in His Oxfty 

Who suffdiied' to save ; 
And a pdrtal c^ glory 

To thee is the grai^. 

Triumphant thine ally 

His mercifbl word, 
Thy guide through the valley 

The arm of the Lord I 
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THE WIFE OF THE CHRIgTIM. 

GHATEAUBBiAim, in his eloquent work 
entitled '* Genie da Christianiame," has this 
beautiful picture of the wife of a Christian: 

** The wife of a Christian is not a simple 
mortal ; she is a mysterious, extraordinary, 
angelic being; the flesh of the flesh, the 
blood of the blood, of the husband. Man, 
in uniting himself to her, regains a part of 
his substance ; his soul as well as his body 
are incomplete without his wife; he has^ 
strength, she has beauty; he combats the 
enemies of his country and labors in the 
fields ; ho does not understand the details of 
domestic life, but his companion prepares 
the repast, and her smiles sweeten existence. 
He has his crosses, and the partner of his 
couch is there to soften them ; his days may 
be sad and troubled, but in the chaste arms 
of his wife he finds comfort and repose. — 
Woman spreads around him the flowers of 
existence, as the creepers of the forest deco- 
rate the miyestic oak with thek odoriferous 
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garlands. Finally, the Chrutian pair live 
united, and in death are not sepcurable; in 
the dust they lie side by side, and their 
souls are reunited beyond the limits of the 
tomb." 



8OKR0W. 

There is a sorrow of the world that de- 
serves little or no pity. And there is a 
sorrow too deep to be soothed but in the 
rest of the grave. That is the sorrow felt 
by her wha sees the husband of her early 
affections going fast to the drunkard's grave, 
and to the abodes of blackness and darkness 
forever I We can see our Mends suffer ; we 
may stand by and witness the amputation of 
a limb — and we may pity: but when we 
see that the suffering of the body is but a 
prelude to the pain that must follow : when 
we see the being that we have loved, delibe- 
rately sacrificing both body and soul, to a 
demon that can show no pity — to a demon 
that has slain his thousands and tens 
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of tfaonsandf, and delights in carnage and 
blood: it is fhis will o«u6 tonow which 
mocks all consolation. It is a iroiu that 
never dies. To lean on the trembling arm 
of the tottering inebriate — to sleep on the 
couch with the starting, tronbled| maddened, 
wo-begone, hopeless, drunkard — are living, 
abiding sorrows, thai oan die only with life 
itself I And sveh sorrows poor woman feels 
and endures, because sEe cannot die — be- 
cause she is constituted to suffer, till the 
attenuated thread of life has spun its last 
fibre, and the bleeding heart has throbbed 
its last. When the grave shall tell its story 
-^when the trump of the archangel shall 
reanimate the sleeping dead— then. Oh I 
then, the murdered, slain— the thousands, 
yes the ten-thousands of immolated wives, 
should be a swift witness against the cruel 
assassin who, drop by drop, has drained the 
last particle of blood from the palpitating 
heart of her whom he had sworn to love and 
cherish through life — who has wept and 
hoped — entreated and prayed— till despair 
had f&stened its talons, and the angel of 
mercy had flod forever ! 
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SBE nSABEST PlUX 18 IffllB. 

Of all the spots that Heayen has blest, 

Tlie HMumk plaoe isifaome ; 
'T is there the fond heart 1ov«b 4o iMt, 

Aod nevvr lores to raam; 
Whilst love plays-coiuid the mnflmg hearth, 
'T is HeaYeD!s own bliss «igoyed on earth. 

Of all the joys that man can feel, 

The purest sure are there I 
While o'er his heart affections steal, 

Xiike bahnj stuniner air: 
His wife*8 caress, his children*! smOe, 
UjDiike the world, acs free firom goile. 

Of all the gifts bestowed to cheer 

Man*s pilgrim path below. 
The richest treasure resteth here. 

Which they are blest who know. 
Whilst love plays round the smilmg hearth, 
'T it fieamn'a oim bliss «njoy«d on eartii. 
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OH THE DEATH OF A BEOTHEl, 

WHO WAS DBOWNID AT BIA. 

Bbotheb, fhon art gone above — thy saintly 

soul is flown, 
Where tears are wiped from eyerj eye, and 

sorrow is unknoym ; 
Now free from every burden, by no sad care 

opprest, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and 

the weary are at rest 

The toilsome way thou *st travelled o*er, and 

borne the heavy load, 
But Christ has taught thy languid feet to 

reach his blest abode ; 
Thon*rt sleeping now, like Lazarus, upon 

thy Father's breast. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and 

the weary are at rest 

Sin can never taint thee now, nor doubt thy 

faith assail, 
Nor thy meek trust in Jesus Christ and the 

Holy Spirit fUl; 
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And thoa *rt sure to .meet tiie good, whom 

on earth thou loved'st best, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and 

the weary are at rest. 

Earth to earth, and dust to dust, the solemn 

priests have said,' 
But the waters cover o*er thj grave, and 

seal thy gloomy bed ; 
Tet thy spirit, brother, soars away among 

the faithftil blest. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and 

the weary are at rest. 

And, when the Lord shall summon us, whom 

thou hast left behind. 
May we, untainted by the world, as sure a 

welcome find ; 
May each like thee depart in peace, to be a 

glorious guest 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and 

the weary are at rest. 
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HE WAS HOB ¥AIiim OASUNe. 

He was onr father's darling, 

A bright and liappy boy — 
His life was like a sumoier's day. 

Of innocence fmd joy. 
His voice, like sinjgping wBtteip, 

Fell ,9oftly on the ev, 
So sweet, that huipying echp 

Mijg;ht UngiBr ^ong to hear. 

He was onr naother's ohemb, 

Her life's nntamished light, 
Her blessed joy by morning, 

Her vision'd hope of night. 
His eyes were like the day beams. 

That brighten all below — 
His ringlets like the gathered gol4 

Qf sunset's ^rgeous glow. 

He was our sister's playthmg, 

A happy child of glee, 
That frolic'd on the parlor floor, 

Scarce higher than our knee. 



HE WA» osm jrAStaat?B dabung. 41 

His joyous bursts of plcasare 
Wen wM fa monntiun wind. — 

His laugh, the free unfettered laugh 
Of childhood's chainless mind. 

He was onr broUier's tcoaanre^ 

Thw bosom's only prides 
A fair depending blossom, 

By their protecting side ; 
A thing to yratch.and (dierish, 

With varying hopes and fears — 
To make the slender trembling reed. 

Their staff for fiitnre years. 

He is » blessed angel, 

Pis home ip in the sky — 
He shines ampog those living lights. 

Beneath his Maker's eye. 
A feeshly gathered lily, 

A bud of early doom, 
Hath been transplanted from the earth. 

To bloom beyond the tomb. 
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FAULT HillONT. 

(psALH czzxm.) 
Oh ! sweet as yemal dews that fill 
The closing bnd on Zion's hill, 

When evening clonds draw thither— 
It is for hnman hearts to see 
The members of one family 

Live peacefully together. 

The children like the lily flowers, 

On which descend the suns and showers, 

Their hues of beauty blending— 
The parents like the gopher boughs, 
On which the foliage thickly grows. 

Their friendly shade extending. 

But leaves the greenest will decay, 
And flowers the brightest pass away. 

When autumn winds are sweeping ; 
And be the household e*er so fair. 
The hand of death shall soon be there, 

And turn the scene to weeping. 

Tet leaves again will clothe the trees, 
And lilies wave them in the breeze. 
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When spring comes smiling hither; 
And Friends that parted at the tomb, 
Shall yet renew theur loTeliest bloom, 

And meet in heaTen together. 
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Think of the wretched room. 

Of the embers bnming low — 
Think of the scanty garb 

Of the child of want and woe, 
Te whose bright cup of life 

With wealth is ronning o*er, 
Think of your brother man — 

Believe him from your store. 

If the widow's hnmMe smile 

Beceived the Saviour's praise, 
Shall not our gifts be blest 

In these our later days ? 
Aye I every deed of love 

Is a bright and sparkling gem, 
To be wreathed by angel hands 

In our heavenly diadem. 
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We hope onr fair friends will not orerlook 
the delighful employment of caltivating flow- 
ers. Ejrery ooe may faaTe a few, and the 
taste once acquired, it will not readily be 
relinquished. A woman destitute of a love 
for flowers, seems to us a mistake of nature. 
The delicate, the fragile, and the beautiful, 
should have sympathies with all in nature 
that possesses the same qualities. The time 
spent on their cultivation is in no sense of 
the word wasted. They contribute to our 
pleasures { they add to our knowledge of 
nature ; they unfold to us the mysteries of 
the beautlfvil} Itnd tend to humanize and 
elevate the »md^ To iw a wonan never 
appears more truly in her sphere, tiiaa when 
she divides h^r time hatw^n her .domestic 
avocations and the oultaie of flowers. If 
our fair finends wish to have the flush of 
health on tibtir cheeks, and tiie lioh rote- 
leaf tint on libeir lips, let them q)end an 
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hour or two each day in tiie open air, in- 
haling the fragnmce, -while employed in 
training and evitiTating their flotren. 



TO THOSE WE lOTE. 

To those 'ii«lbfe, to those we lov«, 

The deat'i the kindred hearts,* 
That joy when we rejoice, and weep 

When grief its gloom imparts ; 
Whose kind alid gentle whispers fall, 

As mnsic*! sweetest tone, 
With sKtfewts ati^l-Hke, to make 

Our very sonls their owta ! 
To iSiosef we love, to those we lore, 

Affection's wreath helongs; 
The gAerdon of Oar sweetest strains, 

The tribute of her songtf. 

Dear, gentle friends ! yonr wfmiSng smiles. 

Where joy aaid love unite, 
Have tb our saddest moments brought 

A solace and delight ; 
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And thej have hushed our tearful sighs, 

When, cheerful and oppressed, 
The spirit drooped and sorrow reigned 

Unlorded in the breast ; 
While whispered words of tenderness 

The troubled bosom calmed, 
Until the weary heart reposed, 

In golden hope embalmed I 

Oh ! love is to the human heart 

What sunshine is to flowers ; 
And friendship is the fairest thing 

In this cold world of ours. 
Where'er the radiant lustre *s shed, 

There richer beauty smiles 
Than nature scatters on the shores 

Of ocean's sunny isles. 
They bring fiill joy to thrill the heart 

Of savage and of sage ; 
Their lights adorn the hours of youth 

And gild the years of age. 

For those we love, for those we love. 
Our hearts will fondly twine 

The offering that affection wreaths 
On friendship's holy shrine. 
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To them ve owe the happy hours 

That blend vith memory's dream ; 
That bless us while we glide adown 

Time's ever-flowing stream. 
And oh ! for them we still would craye 

The blessing from abore — 
That purest joys may crown the days 

Of those dear ones we love. 



i PRETTY THOUGHT. 

The night is mother of the day. 

The winter of the spring, 
And ever upon old decay, 

The greenest mosses cling. 

^ Behind the cloud the starling lurks. 

Through showers the sunbeams fall; 
For €rod who loveth all his works, 
Has left his hopes with all. 
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FEIAIB INFLBBlfCB. 

Ukdeb God, I owe my early education, 
nay, all that I have been or am, to the conn- 
sel and tutelage of a pions mother. It was, 
peace to her sainted spirit, it was her moni- 
tory voice, that first taught my yottng heart 
to feel that there was danger in the intoxi- 
cating cup, and that safety lay in abstinence. 

And, as no one is more indebted than my- 
self, to the kind of infldeBce in question, so 
no one more fnlly realizes how decisively it 
bears upon the destinies of others. 

Full well I know, that by woman came 
the apostacy of Adam, and by woman, the 
recovery, through Jesus. It was woman 
that imbued the mind, And formed the char- 
acter* of Moses, Israel's deliverer. It was a 
woman that led the choir, and gave back 
the response of that triumphal pmcession, 
which went fbrth to celebrate, wifli timbrels, 
on the banks of the Red sea, the overthrow 
of Pharaoh. It was a woman that put Sisera 
to flight, and composed the song of Deborah, 
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and Bank, the son of Abinoom, and judged 
in rigfateottoieae, for yews, tiie tribes of Is- 
nieL it wa» a tromaa that defeated the 
wicked comnsds of Hamao, delivered right- 
eous llopdecBi, and saved a -w^ie people 
from 1heiE.mtter'deMds(non. 

And ;iolr, a«t to speak of Serahramis of 
Bi^jrlOD, of: Gailharine of Snsala, or of those 
qneens .of En^and, whose joyons reigns 
, constitttte the brightest periods of British 
history, or her, the young and lovely, the 
patnm of leamiBg and xnonds, who now 
adoow the throne of the sea-girt isles ; not 
now "to speak «f theae, tiiere are others of 
more aaored oharaoter, of whom it were 
admissible,. eiven now, to speak. 

The sceptre of empire is not the eeeptre 
that best befits the hand of woman; nor 
is the field of carnage her field of glory. 
Home, sweet home, is her theatre of action, 
her pedestal of beauty, imd throne of power. 
Or, if seen abroad, she is seen to the best 
advantage, when on her errands of love, and 
wearing her robe of mercy. 

It was not woman that slept dining the 
4 
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agony of Gethsenume ; it was not woman 
that denied her Lord at the palace of Cai- 
aphas ; it was not woman that deserted his 
croes on the hill of Calvary. But it was 
woman who dared to testify her respect for 
his corpse ; that procured spices for embalm- 
ing it, and that was found, last at night and 
first in the morning, at his sepulchre. Time 
has neither impaired her kindness, shaken 
her constancy, or changed Her character. 

Now, as formerly, she is most ready to 
enter, and most reluctant to leave, the abode 
of misery. Now, as foitnerly, it is her office, 
and well it has been sustained, to stay the 
fainting head, wipe from the dim eye the 
tear of anguish, and from the cold forehead 
the dew of death. 



It is a trifle — give a mill 

To help the poor along ; 
*T is not the amount — it is the will 

That makes the virtue strong. 
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THE DEPARTED. 

Whjebb *s the snow — the snnmier snow — 

On the lovely lilly flower ? 
Where the hues of sunset shed 

0*er the rose's crimson hour? 
Where '»the gold— the bright pore gold— 

0*er the young lal^iimum flung ? 
And the f^grant sighs that breathed 

Whence the hyacinth drooping hung? 
Gone, gone — they are all gone 1 

Maiden, lorlier than the spring, 

Is ihy bloom departed too ? 
Has thy cheek forgot its rose, 

Or thine eyes its April blue ? 
Where are thy sweet bunts of song ? 

Where the wreaths that bound thy hair ? 
Where the thousand prisoner curls ? 

And the sunny smiles are — where ? 
Gone, gone — they are all gone 1 



62 MT JJOTR NOT DiBAO. 



II LOTS HOT 9£A9. 

I oouLD not think ber spirit fled; 
I could not make my sweet krv« dead ; 
Though oft they told me she wm fauBi 
And *t was bat dwtt I locdrad v|X)]i, 
leonld noi make hor dead. 

She lay as if in dreamy rest, 
Her hands meek folded on her breast, 
Her lips which knew no world of golle, 
Half parted with a beaming smile ; 
I knew sba w«s nofti dead. 

m * m m m m 
But when I piesiediier sweet lips twain, 
And felt na kias pressed teok i^pain; 
And in her -^re no teav couU eee 
When mine wem ilo«ing moomfnUy, 

I knew that she wM4ead. 

My hand stole o^er her marble breart^ 
No gentle throb disturbed its rest ; 
No thought for me lay there divine, 
Aa the rock heeds not the red sunshine ; 
I knew my loTe was dead ! 
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I saw it all ; the purest sonl 
That erer earth held in control, 
Had hushed its sweet, melodions tone ; 
I knew that I was left alone — 
I knew my lore was dead. 

Sle^ 9w; moA ^tibed ia ite nooth 

Btzeain, 
Her spirit floated tfaroi^ my dvtam ; 
The same vwoet tmSh and fomi; weoe Ihere, 
The same pale nee wvoaAhed inhiar hair ; 
My dear ]«¥a waa not dead. 

She whispered me of sunny lands 
Where time moved not by dropping aands ; 
Of singing-birds and chanting-^treasis ; 
Of scenes more fair than pictured dreams, 
To which her spirit dear had fled. 

Mom came — a tear waa oo my cheek; 
Of joy, or grief, I conid not speak ; 
The dead love by my side lay shriveii, 
The living love was blessed in heaven; 
In tmtih die was not dead. 
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II lOTHEK. 

Thbbb was a smile, H was couched in love ; 

Behind it larked no ill ; 
That smile could everything remoTe, 

Could every angoish still ; 
It played in almost every breath, 

On cheeks that knew no guile ; 
And left its footsteps there in death ; 

It was my mother's smile. 

There was a tear, I *ve seen it fall, 

And break upon my breast ; 
And there its hallowed fragments all 

In sweet memorial rest. 
Long time kind heaven refVised to dry 

That lucid drop so dear ; 
As it lingered in her dying eye, 

It was my mother's tear. 

There was a kiss, the mind could calm. 

Its sweets I loved to sip ; 
As 't fell like some celestial balm 

Upon the ruby lip. 
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*T was not a fonnal fondness shrine ; 

But all replete with bliss, 
And left % pleasing charm behind ; 

It was my mother's kiss. 

There was a voice — I 've heard it thrill, 

In raptures through my soul — 
And there, in sweetest music still 

Its echoes softly roll ; 
Though joined with anthem peals, above 

Where sainted hosts r^'oice, 
I sometimes catch its strain of love — 

It was my mother's voice. 

There was a prayer — I've heard it 
breathed 

As by the chair I've knelt. 
Its ev'ry lisp, with love was wreath'd, 

Its every meaning felt ; 
The pearly gates would oft unfold 

To catch its pleadings there, 
As in unearthly notes it roU'd — 

It was my mother's prayer. 

That tear and kiss, are now no more — 
That voice and smile are fled, 
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That prayer, I hear no longer soar— 

That mother, too, is dead. 
She's gone to join the angel throng, — 

The blood-bonght bands on high, — 
And chant a " neyer ending song," — 

In yonder, gem-paved sky. 



i leTIBi'B I»FSB. 

A KOTREB's hopes ' 
Are holy, and are planted by the spring 
Of life within her heart Their tendrils 

cljng 
Around the purest fibres of her soul, 
And earth has nothing great or beantiAil 
Which they embrace not, while the topmost 

bads 
Are flashing in the radiant light of heaven. 
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Wmo d»tt iPJB the price? Thue was a 
■i««tfaig of tha flowon, and Ika jndg» iras 
i^pointed to awud tlu priu 9f beautj. 

<'¥nioiiuai wis the price?** asked tbe 
me, proudly rashmg Ibrwaard in bkuhaog 
beauty, in fUl BBawnmee of ita wimiiiig 
wogr&. 

*'Wfao wiU win the priSB?" asked the 
vest of the flowers, aa they oams forward, 
each coosdoBS of its attraction, and each 
equally sure of receiTiog the reword. 

**I will taibe a peep at the assembkige,'* 
thought &e Tioiet, not intending to make 
one of the oompany, "and see the heaoties 
as they pass." 

Just as it was laising its modest head ftom 
its hmnhle and petiiing eomer^and was look- 
mg in npon the meeting, the judge rose to 
lender his deczee. 

**To the vioitty^ said he, "*! award the 
prixe of beauty, fbr there is no trait more 
nure^Bone more enchanfeingly beantifnl 
than MODBSTT.** 
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EAKLI IIPKESSIONS. 

You can hardly be aware how deep may 
be the impressioii which yon may make on 
the mind of yonr child, even in a very few 
moments of time. For one, I can truly say, 
I have never met with any loss so great, as 
that of losing the care and instmctions of 
my mother during my childhood, in conse- 
quence of her having lost her reason. But 
I can recollect that when a very little child, 
I was standing at the open window, at the 
close of a lovely summer's day. The large, 
red sun was just sinking away behind the 
western hills ; the sky was gold and purple 
commingled; the winds were sleeping, and 
a soft, solemn stillness seemed to hang over 
the earth. I was watching the sun as he 
sent his yellow rays through the trees, and 
felt a kind of awe, though I knew not where- 
fore. Just then my mother came to me. 
She was raving with frenzy — for reason 
had long since left its throne — and her, a 
victim of madness. She came up to me, 
wild with insanity. I pointed to the glorious 
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BTm in the west — and m a moment ahe was 
calm I She took my little hands within 
hen, and told me that *' the great Qod made 
the snn, the stars, the world, eyerything; 
that he it was who made her little boy, and 
gave him an immortal spirit; that yonder 
snn, and the green fields, and the world itself 
will one day be burned np; but that the 
spirit of her child will then be alive, for he 
must live when heaven and earth are gone ; 
that he must pray to the great God, and 
love and serve him forever I " 

She let go my hands — madness returned 
— she hurried away. I stood with my eyes 
filled with tears, and my little bosom heav- 
ing with emotions which I could not have 
described; but I can never forget the im- 
pressions which that conversation of my 
poor mother left upon me! Oh! what a 
blessing would it have been, had the inscru- 
table providence of God given me a mother 
who could have repeated these instructions, 
accompanied by her prayers, through all 
the days of my childhood I But, " even so 
Father, for so it seemeth good in thy sight ! " 
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fHE IIKINBI. 

0, TE Bond of wealtii and splendor, 

T is bat littie that care je. 
For the mariner go hardy. 

On the great and mighty sea. 
0, ye little dream the dangers^ 

Which most brave and feadesslyi 
And from which he turns back never, 

He oft undergoes for thee. 

He *s the foremost one in danger, 

He *8 the last that seeketh praise, 
He is ever meek and hnmble, 

In his shnple holy ways. 
With a heart that *s ever grateftil, 

Which his honest Aice betrays. 
With a hand that 's ever ready 

A companion lost to raise. 

Soorn him not — the honest seaman. 
Member of a Biighty band ; 

Alwa3rs firm, and ever ready 
In their country's cause to stand. 



TO A MOTBSa. 



61 



Speak nato him evtit gentle ; 

Take hu wacm, tiiongk faaiden^d hand ; 
Lore the mariaer so towly, 

The dfifender of our kmd. 



T« i lOTHES. 

You have a child on your knee. Listen a 
moment Do yoa know what that child is ? 
It is an immortal being; destined to live 
forever t It is destined to be happy or mis- 
erable ! And who is to make it happy or 
miserable ? You — the mother I You who 
gare it birth, the mother of its body, are 
also the mother of its soul, for good or ill. 
Its character is yet undecided; its destiny 
is placed in your hands. What shall it 
be? That child may be a liar: you can 
prerent it It may be a drunkard : you can 
prevent it It may be a thief : you can 
prevent it It may be a murderer: you 
can prevent it It may be an atheist : you 
can prevent it It may live a life of misery 
to itself and mischief to others : you can 
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prevent it It maj descend into the grave 
with an evil memory behind and dread 
before : you can prevent it Tea, yon, the 
mother, can prevent all these things. Will 
yon or will yon not ? Look at the innocent I 
Tell me again, will you save it ? Will yon 
watch over it, will you teach it, warn it, 
discipline it, subdue it, pray for it ? Or will 
you, in the vain search of pleasure, or in 
gaiety, or in fashion or folly, or in the chase 
of some other bauble, or even in household 
cares, neglect the soul of your child, and 
.leave the little child, the little immortal, to 
take wing alone, exposed to evil, to tempta- 
tion, to ruin? Look again at the infant! 
Place your hand on its little heart ! Shall 
that heart be deserted by its mother, to 
beat perchance in sorrow, disappointment, 
wretchedness and despair ? Place your ear 
on its side, and hear that heart beat I How 
rapid and vigorous the strokes I How the 
blood is thrown through the little veins! 
Think of it; that heart, in its vigor now, is 
the emblem of a spirit that will work with 
ceaseless pulsation, for sorrow or joy forever. 
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LITTLB CHIIDKEK. 

Sfbak gently to the little child, 

So guileless and so free. 
Who with a trastful, loving heart, 

Puts confidence in thee. 
Speak not with cold and careless 
thoughts, 

Which time hath taught thee well. 
Nor breathe one word whose bitter tone 

Distrust might seem to tell. 

If on his brow there rests a cloud, 

Howeyer light it be. 
Speak loving words, and let him feel 

He hath a friend in thee : 
And do not send him from thy side 

Till on his face shall rest. 
The joyous look, the sunny smile, 

That mark a happy breast 

Oh ! teach him this should be his aim, 

To cheer the aching heart, 
To strive where thickest darkness reigns. 

Some radlaace to impart; 
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To spread a peaceful quiet calm 
Wbere dwells the noiae 9f strife ; 

Thus doing good and blessing all, 
To spend the whole of life. 

To love with pure affection deep 

AH creatures great and small. 
And yet a stronger love to bear 

For him who made them all. . 
Bemember, 'tis no common task. 

That thus to thee is given, 
To rear a spbit fit to be 

The inhabitant of hearen. 



I HAD a mother once, like you, 

Who o'er my piUow hung, 
Kissed from my cheek the briny dew. 

And taught my faltering tongue* 
But then there came a fearful day— 

I sought my mother's bed 
Ttn harsh hands tore me thenee away, 

And told me she was dead! 
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The Pore in Heart tM\ Heet Again. 

Oh tell me not in that bright land, 

Where spirits reign in boundless bliss, 
We shall not meet the social band, 

With which we mingled while in this I 
It is not so. On Oanaan*s shore. 

Where lore and joy eternal reign, 
Where friend from friend shall part no 
more, 

The pure in heart shall meet again. 

The lored and lost, who long haye gone. 

And left oar spirits desolate 
To tread afflicted and alone 

The ragged path decreed bj fate, 
In HeaTon, arrayed in fadeless jonth. 

And treed from every mortal pain. 
We shall behold, and prove' that trath : 

The pore in heart shall meet again. 

Hnt thou a paiwt in the skiee ? 

Hast fhon a sister gone befbre ? 
Hm thy loved brother closed hii eyes 

And winged hhn to the happy rtiore f 
6 
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Live thou in hope 1 the blessed day 
Of thy deliverance is at hand, 

When God shall call thy sonl away, 
To meet them in a better hmd 1 



THE WIFE. 

It needs not guilt to break a husband's 
heart; the absence of content, the mutter- 
ings of spleen ; the untidy dress and cheer- 
less home, the forbidding scowl and deserted 
hearth; these and other nameless neglects, 
without a crime among them, have harrowed 
to the quick the core of many a man, and 
planted there, beyond the reach of cure, the 
germ of dark despair. Ohl may woman, 
before that sad sight arrives, dwell on the 
recollections of her youth, and cherishing 
the dear idea of that tuneftd time, awake 
and keep alive the promises she then so 
kindly gave; and though she may be the 
ii^ured, not the injuring one — the forgotten, 
not the forgetful wife— a happy allusion to 
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that honr of peace and love — a kindly 
welcome to a comfortable home — a smile 
of love to banish hostile words — a kiss of 
peace to pardon all the past, and the hardest 
heart that ever locked itself within the breast 
of selfish man will soften to her charms, and 
bid her live, as she had hoped, her years in 
matchless bliss — loved, loving, and content 
— the soother of the sorrowing hour — the 
Bouioe of comfort and the sprmg of joy. 
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Sweet is the hour that brings us home, 

Where all will spring to meet us ; 
Where hands are striving as we come, 

To be the first to greet us. 
When the world hath spent its fipowns and 
wrath. 

And care been sorely pressing, 
*T is sweet to turn from our roving path. 

And find a fireside blessing. 
Oh, joyfhlly dear is the homeward track, 
If we are but sure of a welcome back. 



68 THINK JXOfr LXa& I Z^VB TRKE. 



OH! TUNK HOT LB8S I IiOTE THSB. 

Oh I thmk not less I lore Uiee, 
That our paths are parted now^- 

For the stars that bum abore thee 
Are not troer than mj tow. 

As the fragrance to the blossom, 
As liie moon unto ihe night, 

Our lore is to my bosom- 
Its sweetness aad^its light. 

Oh, think not lesa I 1ot« thee,. 

That thj hand I thhs resign^ 
In the heayon that bends above thee, 

I will claim thee yet as mine. 
Through the yision of life's morning, 

Eyer flitted one like thee — 
And thou ^e's lapse adomhig, 

Shall hence that yision be. 
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BISWSBIERGE TO PiSEHTS. 

TouKO man, It that your father? How 
oonld yon make use of language so disre- 
spectful ? Ton don 't care ? Ton 'vnll talk 
as you please, no matter who hears you? 
If we were in want of a clerk, and there 
was not another young man within ten hun« 
dred miles that we could engage, we would 
not consent to take you. We should be 
afraid to trust a boy who is so disobedient to 
his parents, who shows so little respect to 
his father. A youth who was saucy to his 
parents we neyer knew to turn out well. 
He respects nobody. If your father is in 
the wrong and you are certain of it, there is 
no excuse for such language. No one will 
respect you for it. Everybody will condemn 
you. A parent should be treated with re- 
spect by his children; no matter how poor 
he may be, or how large his family may have 
grown. 

There is too little respect paid to parental 
authority at the present day. It is grievous 
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to go into many familes and hear the lan- 
guage daily used by the children. *I will/ 
*I won't,* * don't care,* *it*8 none of your 
business. I am old enough to know what is 
right* — and the like expressions, are pain- 
fully common. Large boys and grown up 
girls even, do not hesitate to give their 
mothers the lie, and break away from their 
express commands. They will do as they 
please, and go where they have a mind to. 
We wish such children could only see how 
they appear in the eyes of their acquaint- 
ances, and if they have any shame, it must 
flush their cheeks. There is truth as well 
as rhyme in a couplet by Kandolf : 

MThosoeTer makes hb pareafc's heart to bleed, 
Shall haTB a child that will reyenge the deed. 
Of one thing we are certain — an undutiful 
son and a disobedient daughter cannot long 
prosper. For a season they may appear well 
to the eye of the stranger, but their self-will 
and stubbornness are soon discovered, and 
they are despised. A child who disobeys 
his parents will not hesitate to abuse any- 
body. Neither age nor talents receive re- 
spect from him. 
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BBIUTIFUL EXTIAGT. 

On ! in our sterner manhood, when no ray 
Of earlier sunshine glimmers on our way, 
When gurt with sin and sorrow, and the toil 
Of cares, which tear the bosom that they 

soil; 
Oh I if there be in retrospection's cham 
One Ihik that knits us with young dreams 

agwn. 
One thought so sweet, we scarcely dare to 

muse 
On all the hoarded raptures it reviews, 
Which seems each instant, in its backward 

range 
The heart to soften, and its ties to change. 
And every spring, untouched for yean, to 

move, 

It is — THE XEKOBT Or A HOTHEB^B LOYE ! 
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BE KIND. 

Bs kind to fhj &£ber-*for vhea thou wert 
young, 
Who loved thee m fondly as he ? 
He caught the first aoconts that fell from 
thy tongue, 
And joined in thy innocent glee. 
Be kind to thy father, for now he is old, 

His locks intermingled with grey; 
His footsteps are feeble, once ibarless and 
bold, 
Thj father is pasaiag away. 

Be kind to thy mother — for lo I on her brow 

Many traces of sorrow are seen ; 
Oh! may'st thou cherish and comfort her 
now, 
For loving and kind hath she been. 
Bemember thy mother — for thee she will 
pray. 
As long as God giveth her breath ; 
With accents of kindness then cheer her 
lone way, 
E*en down to the valley of death. 
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Be kind to thy brother — his heart will have 
dearth, 

If the smile of thy joy be withdrawn ; 
The flowers of good feeling will fade at the 
birth, * 

If the dew of affection be gone. 
Be kind to thy brother — wherever you are 

The love of a brother shall be 
An ornament purer and richer by far 

Than pearls &om the depth of the sea. 

Be kind to thy sister — not many may know 

The d^th of true sisterly love ; 
The wealth of the ocean lies fathoms below 

The surface that sparkles above. 
Thy kindness shall bring thee many sweet 
hours, 

And blessings thy pathway to crown ; 
Affection shaU weave thee a garland of 
flowers. 

More precious than wealth or renown. 
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II CHILDHOOD'S HOME. 

Mt childhood*8 home — can I forget 

Its closely woven ties, 
When memory^B tide that mnmran thence, 

Is fraught with melodies ? 
Can I forget those early fHends, 

That mother kind and tme, 
As o*er my young and tender mind 

A soft restraint she threw ? 

Can I forget where first I learned 

To lisp our Father's prayer, 
At balmy eve, when it arose 

Like mcense on the air ? 
Can I forgot the kindly smile 

That ever welcomed me, 
When oft from school I bounded home, 

So gaily, gaily free? 

Can I forget that sparklmg brook, 

That e*er went dancing by. 
Where oft I've watched the mirrowed 
tints. 

Of evening's gorgeous sky? 
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Can I forget the early haants, 

Of my life's joyous spring, 
When hope was glad within my heart, 

As the young bird on its wing ? 

Ah, no I I never can forget, 

Though far from it I*ve strayed, 
For time can ne'er efface the scenes. 

By memory's pen engraved ; 
Back, back, through time I'm often borne, 

On memory's magic wing. 
To when I wreathed the sweet wild flowers. 

Fanned by the breath of spring. 

Oh I halcyon days of innocence, 

Too quickly have ye fled, 
Those happy hours no more return, 

Their charms forever fled ; 
But still in memory's sweet commune, 

I '11 hail them when afar, 
As nature's untaught worshippers 

Would hail a distant star. 
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AN I1IEII6I0U8 HOIE. 

If then be one cnne more bitter than 
another to map, it is to be the offspring of 
an irreligionB home; of a home where the 
Tolpe of praise and prayer asoends not to 
God, and where the ties of human affection 
are not pnrified and elevated *b7 the refining 
influence of religious feelings ; of a home to 
which, if the care or the sorrows of life 
shall bring religion to the heart in after da3r8, 
that the heart cannot turn without bitterness 
of feeling, without anguish and vexation of 
spirit If there be a cune to any country 
where the truths of religion are known, the 
deepest and bitterest curse which can be 
inflicted on it, is a multitude of homes like 
that which I hare supposed. Such homes 
send forth their sons unchecked in evil 
thoughts, unhallowed in their habits, and 
untaught in love to God; and send them 
forth to prey upon the land, and to become 
its curse and its destruction. But on the 
other hand, there is a blessing to the religious 
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home which no tongue can epeak, or lan- 
guage describe. The home where in earlj 
years the heart is trained to love God, and 
to take pleasure in his worship, and service, 
interweaves with the fcswUmcft of man's 
holy affections,, which do not die with the 
circumstances that gave them birtih, which 
last long even though they may for a season 
be forgotten and neglected^ and which exer- 
cise at least some check upon the evil of the 
human heart, and often, nay, commonly, 
recall to her again the ttxieeof CFod, and to 
turn to Hm paths of ho&ess and peace. 
How great, how unspeakable fs the hoppi- 
uen of a land in whidi homes like this are 



FiNB gold win change, and diamonds fiide, 

Swift wings to wealth is given ; 
All-varying time our forms invade, 
The seasons roll, light sinks in shade, 
Theia>t notUngtlaato but JiMiren. . 
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I 60 TO PSEFASB A PUGE FOK lOU. 

Mt Sayioub ! is my place prepared, 
And for my welcome hast Thon cared, 

When death shall call for me ? 
When I shall rest beneath the sod 
Shall ansels bear my soul to God ? 

OSaifiourl can it be? 

Exceeding grace I I ndse my eyes 
All wet with tear-drops to the akies, 

And bless Thee for Thy love; 
I would not always dwell below. 
Where death has torn my heart strings so; 

*T will ne*er be thus above. 

And yet 'tis well — *tis well for me, 
And well for those who *Te gone to Thee, 

That Thou didst call them home : 
I love those dear ones fkr too well, 
To wish that they should ever dwell 

Where I in sadness roam. 

I would not ask them to exchange 
Their peaceful home; they'd think it 
strange; 
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(And *t woald be strange inUeed,) 
If I, who am a prisoner here, 
And often shed the silent tear. 

Should rnonni when they are freed. 

I feel as monming exile feels, 
When lonely sadness o*er him steals, 

And hope forsakes his breast ; 
I am not banished from my home, 
I have not many days to roam, 

Ere I shall be at rest 

blessed Saviour I now I see 
Great preparations made for me, 

In mansions bright and fair ; 
For Thou with sweet attractive art, 
To make heaven dearer to my heart, 

Hast placed my jewels tbusn I 



B0SE8 bloom — then they wither ; 

Cheeks are bright— then fade and die; 
Shapes of light are wafted hither — 

Then like visions hurry by. 
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FOOTSTEPS OF ANGELS. 

WHKir the hours of day are numbered. 

And the voice of the night 
.Wakes the better soul that slumbered, 

To a holy, cabn delight ; 

Ere the eyening lamps are lighted, 
And like phantoms grim and tall, 

Shadows from the fitfiil fire-light 
Dance npon the parlor wall; 

Then tiie forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door, 
The beloved ones — the trae-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more ; 

He, the yonng and strong, who cherished 
Koble longings for the strife, 

B7 the waj-side fell and perished, 
Weaiy with the march of lilb I 

"Vf^th a slow and noiseless fbotstep. 
Comes the messenger divine, 

Takes the vacant chair besf de me, 
Lays her gentle hand in mine. 
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And, aa she sits and gazes at me, 
With those deep and tender eyes, 

like the stars so still and saint-like. 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended. 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer. 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended, 
Breathing from her lips of air. 

Oh I though oft depressed and lonely, 

All my fears are laid aside. 
If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died. 



Thb best dowry to advance the marriage 
of a young lady, is when she has in her 
countenance mildness ; in her speech wis- 
dom ; in her behavior modesty ; and in her 
life virtue. 
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A SISTEB'S REIEIBIINGE 

or ▲ PMBA8I9 BROTIfl^ 

Thou hast left tbj home on earth, brother, 

For a home in reahns of light ; 
A golden crown is thine, brother, 

And thou walkest clothed in white. 
The spoiler saw and marked thee, brother, 

In the dewy mom of youth, 
Just as thy feet began, brother, 

To tread the ways of truth. 

We feel that thou art gone, brother. 

We miss thy cheerftil voice ; 
Thy winning, gladsome smile, brother, 

That made our hearts rejoice. 
We miss thee from the fireside, bfother, 

A TAoant seat is there; 
But oh! we miss thee most, brother, 

When we kneel, at eve, for prayer* 

Thou heard*st a Saviour's call, brother, 
** My son, give me thine heart ; '* 

And thou didst not withhold, brother, 
But ohose the better part 
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In the house of God we seek thee, brother, 
With the few who meet for prayer; 

Thou hast joined the throng abore, 
brother, 
Thou art not with them there. 

Oh I who can speak the joy, brother^ 

That hvant upon thy sight, 
When thy spirit left its clay, brother^ 

And took its heavenward flight 
Methinks I hear the song, brother, 

Of the bright-winged serai^ band» 
As they bore thy happy spirit, brothfic^ 

To tke bright oeleatial land. 

Hy heart! howlonaly Hiiybiothttr, 

And rent those saoeed ties ; 
But tlien *s within a sometbiog, bsolher. 

Which drsws me to the skies. 
There 'a a calm and holy feeling^ hntberi 

When I bow myself in prayer, 
And I'm blest a* I plead ihv enisaaae, 
broflier. 

Where my God, my i 
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lOTE. 

A LADT was requested to tell what lore 
was like, and wrote her opinion thus : — 

** What is Love Uke?'* The lore of the 
world's votaries is like a " butterfly's wing." 
Richly painted with gorgeous colors, it en- 
trances the eye, and its loyeliness steals 
upon the heart, making aU but the outer 
covering to be forgotten ; but grasp it with 
a firm hand and try its beauty, and alas ! 
the many colored tints all fade away. 

" Whai it Love Uke?^ The love of a 
true-hearted friend is like a star beaming in 
the sky, when no other light is seen and 
clouds thickly surround it. It is like music 
that cahns the troubled mind. The darker 
the day, the firmer the friendship. The 
more agitated and disturbed the heart, the 
more sweet and soothing are the accents of 
a loved one's voice. 

" Whai is Love Hie?** The love of a 
Ghzistian is like the purest diamond, like the 
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" unsullied dew drop," like infancy's smile, 
like the fragrance of sweet flowers, and like 
a rainbow's form. It sparkles brightest in 
adversity; it comes forth pure from all 
trials ; it is humble and gentle under temp- 
tations, and it is supremely beautifiil. When 
the spirit bids adieu to earth, and wings its 
way to the fountain of all love, it then decks 
itself in holiday attire, tunes anew its golden 
harp, and with a form made pure and per- 
fect, soars far away, to chant a ^ Te Deum " 
of unbending praise and love. 



IT EARIT HOME. 

KoT for gorgeous haUs of wealth, 
Not for the fame of peers. 

Would I exchange my humble cot, 
The home of my sunny years. 

Not for the smiles of pnnce or king, 

Not for the gilded dome. 
Would I renounce this peaceful spot, 

My own, my quiet home. 
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For 'Death this lowl j cottage roof; 

Around this quiet hearth ; 
With brothen and with listen dear, 

In Innocence and wtiftli T 

Full many a pleasant hour I 'to passed, 

Nor future ill could see ; 
Heedless of aught but present joy, 

I was from sorrow fVee. 

'Twas here we strayed tlurough bower 
and glen, 

Here plucked the fragrant rose, 
And here beside the limpid stream, 

We souj^t for cahn repose. 

And now whenever I *m called away 

In distant climes to roam ; 
My heart will ever turn with joy. 

To my sequestered home. 



The firmest fHendships have been formed 
in mutual adversity, as iron is most strongly 
united by tiM fiercest 
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OH CieeSINfi A HUSBAND. 

When you see a young man of modest, 
respectful, retiring manners, not g^ven to 
pride, or ▼airity, or to flattery, he will make 
a good husband, for he will be the same to 
his wife after marriage that he was before it. 

When yon see a man of fhigal, industrious 
habits, no ** fortune hunter,** but who would 
take a wife for the value of herself, and not 
for the sake of her wealth, that man will 
make a good husband ; for his affection will 
not decrease, neither will he bring himself 
or his partner to poverty and want. 

When yon see a young man who is using 
his best endeavors to raise himself from 
obscurity to credit, character, and influence, 
by his own merits, marry him ; he is worth 
having, and will make a good husband. 

When you see a young man depending 
Bolely for his reputation and standing in 
society upon the wealth of his father and 
other relations, do n't marry him, he will not 
make a good husband. 
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When yon see a young man who is never 
engaged in any affrays or qnairels by day, 
or follies by night, and whose general con- 
duct is not of so mean a character as to 
make him wish to conceal his name; who 
does not keep low company, gamble, or 
break the Sabbath, or nse profane language, 
but whose face is regularly seen at church, 
where he ought to be, he certamly will make 
a good husband. 

When you see a young man who Is atten- 
tive and kind to his sisters or aged mother, 
who is not ashamed to be seen in the streets 
with the woman who gave him birth and 
nursed him, and who will attend to all her 
wants with filial love, affection, and tender- 
ness, he wiU certainly make a very good 
husband. 

Lastly, always examine into the character, 
conduct, and motives; and when you find 
these good in a young man, then you may 
be sure he wUl make a good husband. 
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THB 8TiK AND CIILO. 

A XAiDSK walked at eventide 
Beside a clear and placid stream. 

And smiled as in its depths she saw 
A trembling starts reflected beam. 

She smiled tmtil the beam was lost, 
As *cros8 the sky a cloud was driren. 

And then she sighed, and then forgot 
The star was shining still in heaven. 

A mother sat beside lifers stream, 
Watching a dying child at dawn. 

And smUed, as in its eye she saw 
A hope that it might still live on. 

She smiled until the eyelids olosed. 
But watched for breath until the even ; 

And then she wept, and then forgot 
The ohUd was living still in heaven. 

AH great desires that God hath given 

Are prophecies of powers, 
But genius, though the gift of Heaven, 

Demands laborious hours ; 
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And he who would command succesi | 

Must pay its certain price, 
For natoie is no fool of chance — 

She plays with loaded dice. 



Thebb is a chann in beauty's smile ; 

There is a thrilling magic power, 
To soften sorrow, and beguile 

The dark gloom of misfortune's hour. 

But there *8 a sweeter, holier tie, 
Which wavers not, nor knows decay ; . 

That tie is friendship — heavenly power ! 
Which brighter glows from day to day. 



A woBD, a look, from a beloved one, has 
power to change the whole atmosphere of 
the heart; to rouse it by magic, from cold- 
ness and apathy, to wann and generous 
exertion. 



BAXTER'S WIFB. 91 

BAXTER'S WIFB. 

Heb character is thus sketched in a mas- 
terly critique on the life and times of Baxter, 
in the Edlnbnrg Review: ** Timid, gentle, 
and reserved, and nursed amidst all the lux- 
uries of her age, her heart was the abode of 
affections so intense and of a fortitude so 
enduring that her meek spirit, impatient of 
one selfish wish, progressively acquired all 
the heroism of benevolence and seemed at 
length incapable of one selfish fear. In 
prison, in sickness, in evil report, in every 
form of danger and fatigue, she was still, 
with unabated cheerfulness, at the side of 
him to whom she had pledged her conjugal 
faith, prompting him to the discharge of 
every duty, calming the asperities of his 
temper, his associate in unnumbered acts of 
philanthropy, embellishing his humble home 
by the little arts with which a cultivated 
mind imparts its own gracefulness to the 
meanest dwelling-plaoe, and, during the nine- 
teen years of their union, joining with him 
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in one unbroken strain of filial affiance to 
the Divine mercy, and of grateful adoration 
to the Diyine goodness. Her tastes and 
habits had been moulded into a perfect con- 
formity to his. He celebrates her catholic 
charity to the opponents of their religions 
opinions and her inflexible adherence to 
her own, her high esteem of the active and 
passive virtues of a Christian life as con- 
trasted with a barren orthodoxy, her noble 
disinterestedness, her skill in casuistry, her 
love of music, and her medicinal arts. Their 
union afforded to her the daily delight of 
supporting in his gigantic labors, and of 
soothing in bis unremitted cares, a husband 
who repaid her tenderness with unceasing 
love and gratitude. To him it gave a friend 
whose presence was tranquility, who tem- 
pered by her milder wisdom, and graced by 
her superior elegance, and exalted by her 
more confiding piety whatever was austere, 
or rude, or distrustful in his rugged char- 
acter." 
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CARBLE88 WOBDS. 

Bkwarx, beware of careless words, 

Thej haye a fearfU power ; 
And jar upon the spirit's cords, 

Throngh many a woarj hour. 

Though not designed to give us pam, 
Though but at random spoken, 

Bemembrance brings them back again. 
The past's most bitter token. 

They haunt us through the toilsome day, 
And through the lonely nl^t ; 

And rise to cloud the spirit's ray, 
When all beside is bright. 

Though from the mind, and with the breath 
Which gave them, they have flown, 

Yet wormwood, gall, and even death, 
May dwell in every tone. 

And burning tears can well attest 

A sentence lightly framed, 
Kay linger, cankering in the breast 

At which it first was aimed. 
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Oh ! could my prayer indeed be heard, 

Might I tha ptat live o'er, 
I*d guard against a careless word. 

E'en though I spoke no more. 



TIE HOTIEB AND CHILD. 

'T WAB dear, indeed, to watoh tihoee two^ 

The mother and the child ; 
And note Uieir gentle playfulness, 

And then her chidings mild ; 
And how she oft would kiss her boy, 

With mad and fond delight, 
And press him closely to her breast, 

That blue-eyed little sprite 1 

And now he 'd softly pat her cheek, 

And kiss it o'er and o'er; 
While she, that fair young mother, there. 

What bliss could she have more ? 
With a sweet piedge of wedded love I 

A link within that chain. 
Which binds two willing sonls in OQty 

In hope and joy the same I 
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Oh I it *s a cheerful sight, I ween. 

To see two thus at play — 
The mother and her cherub babe*— 

With hearts so light and gaj I 
We all have known a mother's care; 

We all have felt her kiss ; 
And in our young and tender years, 

What brighter dream than this ? 

Ah ! then there *s something holy, too, 

In word and look and smile, 
A dreamy softness lights her eye, 

That touches us the while ; 
And we half sigh to share her joy — 

Though sigh we may in vain, 
tfntil our hearts are linked like hers, 

Within affection's chain. 



A FBnnD cannob be eaaOy known in 
prosperity; nor can an enemy be easily hid 
in adversity. 



M ■WBKTXBSS OF KATOBX. 

8WBETNE88 OF NATURE. 

SusELT there is nothing in the world, 
short of the most nndivided reciprocal at- 
tachment, which has snch power over the 
workings of the hnman heart, as the mild 
sweetness of Nature. The most raffled tem- 
per, when emerging from the town, will sub- 
side into a calm at the sight of a wild stretch 
of landscape, reposing in the twilight of a 
fine eyening. It is then the spirit of peace 
settles upon the heart, unfetters the thoughts, 
and eleyates the soul to the Creator. It is 
then we behold the Parent of the uniyerse 
in his works ; — we see his grandeur in earth, 
sea, and sky; — we feel his affection in the 
emotions which they raise, and half mortal, 
half etherealized, forget where we are, in 
the anticipation of what the world must 
be, of which this loyely earth is merely a 
shadow. 
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TO KT WIFE. 

Tht cheek is pale with many cares, 

Thy brow is overcast, 
And thy fair &ce a shadow wean, 

That tells of sorrow past 
But music hath thy tongue for me; 
How dark so'er my lot may be, 
I turn for Gomfort, love to thee, 

Hy beautiful, my wife I 

Thy gentle eyes aie net so bright 

As when I woo*d thee first; 
Yet still they have the same sweet light 

Which long my heart hath nurst. 
They have the same enchanting beam, 
Which charm'd me in love's earlv dream, 
And still on me with joy they stream, 

My beautiful, my wife I 

When all without looks dark and cold. 
And voices change their tone, 

Nor greet me as they did of old, 
I feel I am not lone ; 
7 
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Far ihon, my love, art aye the same, 
And looks and deeds thy faith prodaim ; 
Though all should scorn, thoa ironld'st 
not blame, 
My beautiAil, my wife I 

A shadow comes across my heart, 

And overcloads my fate, 
When*er I think thou raay*st depart, 

And leave me desolate ; , 

For, as the wretch who treads alone 
Some gloomy path in wilds unknown, 
Such would I be if thou wert gone. 

My beautiful, my wife I 

If thou wert dead the flowers mij^t spring. 

But I should heed them not: 
The merry birds might soar and sing— 

They could not cheer my lot, 
Before me dark despair would rise, 
And spread a pall o*er earth and skies, 
If shone no more thy loving eyes. 

My beautiful, my wife I 

And those dear eyes have shme flmmgh 
tears, 
But never looked unkind $ 
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For shatter'd hopes and troubled years 

Still closer seemed to bind 
Thj pare and trosting heart to mine. 
Not for thyself did'st thon repine, 
But all thy husband's grief was thine, 

My beautiful, my wife I 

When, at the eventide, I see 

My children throng around, 
And know the loye of them and thee. 

My spirit still is bound 
To earth, despite of every care ; 
I feel my soul can do and dare, 
So long as thou my lot dost share. 

My beautiful, my wife 1 



The love that increases by degrees, is so 
like friendship, that it can never be violent 
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TIE CIILB IR IBATEH. 

Kind Pabsnts ! why those tears ? 

And whj those bnntmg sighs ? 
Kg weeping here bedims 

Your little darling's eyse. 

The shade of eye, yon know, 

Was hastening along, 
When my freed spirit left 

To soar the stars among. 

And yet beibre the n^ht 
Had drawn her yeU around 

The home I left below, 
A better I had foond. 

So rapidly the soul 

Unbodied takes its flight 
That scarce earth's scenery failed. 

When Heaven's broke on my sight 

Did not yon, mother, see 
That bright celestial band ? 

That smilM and beckon'd me, 
And held the inyiting hand ? 
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They let me stay awhile, 

To hear my mother pmy, 
And see her close the eyes, 

And kiss the unconscious claj. 

And then ta Heaven we flew^ 

The cherobi led the way ; 
Bat my rapt spirit ■mil*d 

As joyously as they. 

Oh I there is music hers ! 

The softest, sweetest strains, 
Float constantly along, 

0*er these ethereal plains. 

List, mother I father, list — 

A harp to me is given ; 
And when I touch the strings, 

'T is heard all over Heaven. 

Dear parents, weep no more, 
For those you loved so well ; 

For gk»ies here are ours, 
And joys we may not telL 

Oh ! live and serve the Lord, 

The dear Redeemer love ; 
Then when you've done with earth. 

We'll welcome you above. 
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A GOOD dauohteb! There are other 
mmisten of love more conspicnous than her, 
but none in which a gentler, lovelier spirit 
swells, and none to which the heart's warm 
requitals more joyfully respond. There is 
no such thing as a comparative estimate of 
a parent's love for one or another child. 
There is little which he needs to covet, to 
whom the treasure of a good child has been 
given. But a son's occupation and pleasures 
carry him more abroad, and he resides more 
amongst temptation, which hardly permits 
the affection that is following him, perhaps 
over half the globe, to be wholly unmingled 
with anxiety, until the time when he comes 
to relinquish the shelter of his father's roof 
for one of his own; while a good daughter 
is the steady light of her father's house. 
Her idea is indissolubly connected with that 
of his happy fireside. She is his morning 
sunlight and his evening star. The grace 
and vivacity of tenderness of her sex have 
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their place in the mighty sway which she 
holds over his sphit. The lessons of re- 
corded wisdom which he reads with her 
eyes, come tahis mind with a new charm as 
blended with the beloved melody of her 
-vmoe. He scarcely knows weariness which 
her songs does not make him forget, or gloom 
which is proof against the young brightness 
of her smile. She is the pride and ornament 
of his hospitality, and the gentle nurse of 
his siclmess, and the constant agent in those 
nameless, numberless acts of kindness^ which 
one chiefly cares to have rendered because 
they are unpretending but expressive proofs 
of lore. And then what a cheerfld sharer 
she is, and what an able lightener of her 
mother*s cares I Oh I how little do those 
daughters know of the power which God 
has committed to them, and the happiness 
God would have them enjoy, who do not, 
every time that a parent's eye rests upon 
them, bring rapture to a parent's heart I 
A true love will almost certainly always 
greet their approaching footsteps. That they 
will hardly alienate. But thek ambition 
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should be, not to have it a love merely, 
which feelings implanted by nature excite, 
but one made intense and oyerflowmg, by 
approbation of worthy conduct; and she ii 
strangely blind to her own happhiess, as well 
as undutiftil to them to whom she owee the 
most, in whom the perpetual appeals of 
parental disinterestedness do not call forth 
the prompt and full echo of filial deTotion. 



There is one bright enchanting spot, where 

love and beauty glow, 
Which oft the glorious grace of God hath 

made a heayen below ; 
And in that corenantreheltered spot, there is 

a radiant gem, 
More precious far than ocean pearls or em> 

pire*8 diadem ! 
keep that gem, ye plighted ones, nor firom 

that spot depart — 
That spot is home— delightful home— that 

gem the faithful heabt. 
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THE WIFB 

*0 BIA STXVa BVBBAV^. 

I HATB loyed thee in thy beantj. 

Thy glory, and thy power, -^ 
And shall I now desert thee 

In thy sorrow-etricken honr ? 
There is no hand, save mine, to wipe 

The death damps from thy brow ; 
Oh! false as thou hast been to me, 

I will not leave thee now. 

Thy friends and boon compaoionB — 

The gallant and the gay — 
Thy lovely and beloved ones, 

Look round thee — where are they ? 
No trusted friend is near thee now; 

No gentle love appears, 
To hang o'er thy death-swimming eyei , 

And bathe them with her tears. 

And I alone return at last. 

My right in thee to claim ; 
I, with my sad and broken heart, 

My blighted hopes and name ; 



106 THB WIFE, BTO. 

I, with my love, which strong as death, - 

Alike in good and ill, — 
Hath dung to thee in scorn and shame, 

Unchanged, unchanging stilL 

But I come not to reproach thee— 

(Ah I would I came to save !) 
I can but smooth the rugged path 

That leads thee to thy graye ; 
But sit forever at thy fbet, 

Weeping in hopeless wo, 
Ah, best beloved ! would for thee 

Mine own hearths blood might flow ! 

I have loved thee in thy glory, 

Thy beauty, and thy power, 
And I will not now desert thee 

In thy sorrow-stricken hour; 
There is no hand, save mine, to wipe 

The death damps from thy brow ; 
Oh I dearest to my heart and soul I 

I will not leave thee now. 
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A PIOPER WIFE. 

The following description, from the pen of 
President Edwabds, of the lady who after- 
wards became his wife, is peculiar. It 
shows that the nnoommon piety of this'' 
yonng lady attracted his attention, and was 
considered by him the essential qualification, 
withont which all other reconunendations 
were in yain. 

** They say there is a yonng lady in New 
Haven, who is beloved of that Great Being 
who made and roles the world; and that 
there are certain seasons in which this Great 
Being, in some way or other invisible, comes 
to her, and fills her mind with exceeding 
sweet delight, and that she hardly cares for 
anything except to meditate on Him; that 
she expects after a while to be received np 
where He is, to be raised np out of the world, 
and caught up into Heaven ; being assured 
that he loves her too well to let her remam 
at a distance from him always. There she 
is to dwell with Him, and be ravished with 
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His love and delight forever. Therefore, if 
you present all the world before her, with 
the richest of its tnasnres, she disregards 
it, and etres not for it, and is munindfnl of 
any pain or afflietion. She has a strange 
sweetness in her mind, and singnlar poritj 
'in her affections; is moat just and ooneoien> 
tions in all her conduct ; and you could not 
persuade her to do any thing wrong or sinful, 
if you would give her all the world, lest she 
should offend this Great Being. She is of a 
wonderful sweetness, calmness, and universal 
benevolence of mind; especially after this 
Great God has manifested himself to her 
mind. She will sometimes go about from 
place to place, singing sweetly, and seems 
to be always full oi joy and pleasure ; and 
no one knows for what. She loves to be 
alone, walking in the fields and groves, and 
seems to have some one invisible always 
conversing with her.** 

Such is the wife a minister should ehoose. 
Nothing of a temporal and earthly nature is 
of so much inxpojffasice to him, H he would 
be successful in the great 'work of the min« 
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istry. The whole of the Babsequant life of 
ProBident Edwabdb iUmtrateB tlie happy 
infinenee which the fluninent piety of this 
woman exerted. No xniniMer oui affocd to 
be without a wife of eminent piety. 



WOIAN'S INFLUENCE. 

Like the olive tree — said to fertilize the 
Burronnding soil — there are some few min- 
istering angels in female's guise among us 
all, and about our paths, who sweetly serve 
to cheer and adorn life. Our amusements 
are insipid unless they contribute to them ; 
our efforts of noblest ambition feeble, unless 
they applaud — its rewards valueless, unless 
they share them ! There are, too, some rude 
spirits in th« world, whose bolder nature 
female influence admirably serves to refine 
and temper ; and perhaps it is not extreme 
eulogium of the poet — that without that 
Influence many a man had been — " a brute 
indeed I *' The concurrence of both sexes 
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is necessary to the perfection of our being, 
as to the existence of it. Man may make a 
fine melody; bnt woman is also required to 
make np hannony. 



THE HEART. 

Ths heart— the heart I oh, let it be 
A true and boanteons thing; 

As kindly warm, as nobly free, 
As eagle's nestling wing. 

Oh I keep it not, like miser*s gold, 

Shut in from all beside ; 
Bnt let its precious stores unfold, 

In mercy far and wide. 

The heart —the heart that's tnily blest, 

Is never all its own ; 
No ray of glory lights the breast. 

That beats for self alone. 

The heart— the heart ! oh, let it spare 

A sigh for others* pain ; 
The breath that sooths a brother's care, 

Is never spent in vain. 
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And thoQgh it throb at gentldBt touch, 

Or sorrow's faintest call, 
'T were better it should ache too mnch, 

Than never ache at alL 

The bmrt— the heart, that's tmly blest, 

Is never all its own ; 
No ray of glory lij^ts the breast. 

That beats for self alone. 



A GOOD writer has remarked that a woman 
may be of great assistance to her husband by 
wearing a cheerful smile continually on her 
countenance. A man*s perplexities and 
gloominess are increased tenfold, when his 
better half moves about with a continued 
scowl upon her brow. A pleasant, cheerfVil 
wife iff as a rainbow set in the sky, when her 
husband's mind is tossed with storms and 
tempests ; but a dissatisfied and fretftd i^fe, 
in the hour of trouble, is like one of those 
fiends who are appointed to torment him. 
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IIRRIED LIFE. 

Thebb is mnch good sense and tnith in 
the feUowing sketch of married life, and the 
advantages and pleasuies, moraUj and phys- 
ically, which are connected with the wise 
and ennobling institatioa of marriage. It is 
taken from a report of a lecture on woman^ 
delivered in Philadelphia a few years since, 
by R. Morris— and will be read with interest 
by every one. 

" Marriage is desirable and recommendable 
in every point of view. In a national point 
of view it is indispensable. No nation can 
exist long and snccessfolly that does not, in 
the first place, recognize the institntion of 
marriage, and in the second, endeavor to 
observe the principle of that sacred oblation. 

"Dr. Franklin was an earnest advocate 
not only for marriage, but for marriage in 
early life. Marriage chastens the feelings, 
excites the ambition, and improves the heart 
— The responsibilities of the hnsband and 
father, and the gentle whisperings of the 



MABBIXD LIFE. 118 

sharer of his fortones, cannot fail to InstQ 
those lessons of virtne and propriety which 
constitate the elements of an nnsiiUied rep- 
ntation. The ambition is qaickened, and 
tiie energies ezcited| as in the fhture he sees 
the figares of his children, with the desire to 
render them assistance, or afford them an 
honorable starting place in the fame of their 
sire. 

"Children, too, are ImitatiTe beings, and 
this truth becomes speedily obvions to all 
parents. Well directed, this creatiye faculty 
is one of the most important gifts, and ca^ 
pable of the noblest efforts of human in- 
tellect. Parents are thus called upon to 
decide whether their example shall be for 
evil or for good* Imitation is a creative or 
reproductive power; the daguerreotype of 
the budding mmd. How important then 
that principle, truth, and virtue should an- 
imate its models. 

"Marriage is calculated to improve in all 
the relations of life. But for the links be- 
tween the world of sympathy and virtue, 
and the world of intemperance and guilt, 
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how many of the penitent and reformed 
would haye j^nnged headlong into the abyss 
of dariuiess and despair. Even Byron, when 
speaking of the Corsair's love fixr Medora, 
makes constancy the redeeming Yirtiid of 
his fayorite hero : — 
( He di«d, and l«ft Us nam* es^alln* ttlMS, 
linked with one ylrhH and a tl 



But miserable indeed is the condition of two 
beings unhappily united, who liTe together 
in the constant practice of hypocrisy, or in 
perpetual discord, the heart does not light 
up the smile that plays upon I3ie lips — the 
soul does not participate in the felBlings that 
the tongue is compelled to counterfeit 

"But no human being should look fhr 
unalloyed felicity in any merely mental or 
earthly position. The best of husbands and 
wiyes are those who bear occasionally with 
each other. The wift should neyer be 
ashamed to depend on her husband. He 
should be her dearest friend —her only con- 
fident: nor are his affections to be gained 
by complaints, reproaches, or sullen b6» 
hayior. 
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<*It 18 related of Cobbett, that thxragh 
fi^qnentigr daUed from kdnM by bonness^ he 
iMTw in a BOlitafy instanoe dissppointed hk 
wift as to the ho«r of hi» retimi. If all 
jroasg men knew hour mvoh fatae nomem 
sttaeh to thib speoies of Ade^^ then would 
be fewer ttnfaappj ooiiplet in the wodd. 

'* Well regnlated numiagesv thoagh tiwy 
meraaBO the naponsibilities of our condition, 
■eldoto resnlt but ut av inovease of poroe- 
perity and happfaiesak. It is the oonditimi 
iateiided for man by his C^raaMr. A hafipy 
maniage — * an wnioa of feeling, of 8enthDent» 
and of taste -^ is indeed the ditef bMai thai 
sond^fod the fall. 'Bteaed is the man tha« 
has a virtoons wife, Ibr the nttadter of his 
days shall be doubled.* 

" We can oonoeive of no moM heaven-Uke 
eircle than is embraoed within the limitfref 
fl» virtuous and hiqppy family. There is 
aotl^iig beneath the skies move ennobiiag to 
human nature than such a household—' 
where mildness and virtue, kindness and 
love, industry and peace go hand-in-hand 
together. Where a cheerful and contented 
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Spirit chases away the gloom of the world, 
and religion, with her sweet lesions of phi- 
losophy, softens and purifies the heart. — 
Where the head of the fiunily is recognised 
and respected as such — and the greatest 
happiness within the circle is deriyed fh>m 
his approving smile. Where the low, sweet 
voice of woman is seldom heard but In ac- 
cents of gentleness and love, and the name 
of mother is never uttered nnassociated with 
some endearing epithet Such a ilunily can 
only be collected together under the in- 
flaence of a happy mairiage — a miion of 
hearts as well as hands — a tie consecrated 
by pure and chaste affection — an engage- 
ment formed upon earth bnt sanctioned in 
Heaven. On such an union the angels who 
dwell in the bright abodes of the blest, most 
downward tnm their sphitnal and starry 
eyes, and while they gaze with looks of 
interest and love, delight in and rejoice over 
the same.*' 
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THE TIOIET. 

D08T thou not loye the lonely glade, 
Where sunbeams seldom come, 

And though thy bed be m the shade, 
Put forth thy early bloom, 

As sweet as that of proudest flower 

That eyer graced a monarch's bower? 

Though many a briar and many a thorn 
Thy meek-eyed bloom conceal. 

Yet from thy lips some charms are home. 
That more than bloom reyeai — 

Odors that no mde thorn can kill, 

That speak of thee, though hidden stilL 

So many a good man treads his way, 
His charity obscnre and lone, 

And hidden from the genial ray 
That might haye made it known — 

From hannts obscure, with shaded mien, 

Would charm and bless a world unseen. 

So many a spuit sweet, like thee, 
Can bear the rude world's firown, 
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And blossom for eternity, 

Unhonored and unknown; 
Tet no less heaven^s own natiye gem. 
Than ti^ose who wear a diadem. 



GHIIBHVOS'S BATS. 

Dbuohtful scenes of childhood's days, 

Xb»y »wi£Uy fled, they *U come no more, 
But memory oft .defected, strays, 

BeoaUs their joys and counts them o'er ; 
She loves to trace that reckless nurth, 

Those fiMflfiss, thoughtless joys I won. 
When hajqpjy round the halcyon hearth. 

Of home^ my home, my Father'' s horns. 

Sweet halycon scenes of early yean. 

Tour fadeless glory I must mourn, 
Tet like your fields and flowers appear. 

Or, Uke your ehn I '11 brave the storm \ 
Be fortune's smiles, or fiowns my lot, 

Like this lone bird wherever I roam. 
My wildest, saddest, fbndest note, 

Sh/M tdl of Home, my Father's Bfms. 
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BUEcnoss r<tt tib luim. 

Let OTeiy wife be persnaded fhat there 
are two ways of govemiiu^ a fanuly; the 
first is by the expression of that will which 
belongs to force; the second by the power 
of mildness, to which even strength will 
yield. One is the power of the husband; a 
wife should never employ any other arms 
than gentleness. When a woman has accus- 
tomed herself to say I will, she deserves to 
lose her empire. 

Avoid contradicting your husband. When 
we smell a rose, it is to imbibe the sweetness 
of its odor — we likewise look for every thing 
that is amiable from woman. Whoever is 
often contradicted feels insensibly an aver- 
sion for the person who contradicts, which 
gains strength by time, and whatever be her 
good quaKtaes, it is not easily destroyed. 

Occupy yourself only with household af- 
fairs — wait till your husband confides to 
you those of a high importance — and do 
not give your advice till he asks it. 
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Keyer take upon younelf to be a censor 
of your husband*B morals, nor read lectures 
to him. Let your preaching be a good ex- 
ample, and practice virtue yourself to make 
him in love with it. 

Command his attentions by being always 
attentive to him— never exact any thing 
and you will obtain much — appear always 
flattered by the little he does for yon, which 
will excite him to do more. 

All men are vain ; never wound this vanity, 
not even in the most trifling instances. A 
wife may have more sense than her hus- 
band, but she should never seem to know it. 

When a man gives wrong counsel, never 
make him feel that he has done so, but lead 
him only by degrees to what is rational, 
with mildness and gentleness — when he is 
convinced, leave him all the merit of having 
found out what was just and reasonable. 

When a husband is out of temper, behave 
obliging to him — if he is abusive, never 
retort — and never prevail over him to hum- 
ble himself. 

Choose well your female friends — have 
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but few, and be careiVil of following iheir 
advice in all matters, partionlarly if inimical 
to the foreign instractors. 

Cherifth neatneea without hixuy, and 
pleasore without excess — dress with taste, 
and particularly with modesty >- vary the 
fashions of your drees, especially in regard 
to colors. It gives a change to the ideas, 
and recalls pleasing recollections. Such 
things may appear trifling, but they are of 
more importance than is imagined. 



We hare lived and Loved Togeflier. 

We have lived and loved together, 

Through many chan^ng years ; 
We have shared each other's gladness. 

And wept each other's tears. 
I have never known a sorrow 

That was long unsoothed by thee ; 
For thy smile can make a summer, 

Where darkness else would be. 
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like the leasee that iUX voxwA us, 

In aatiixim*B fibding booiSi 
And the traitor smUae HbtA iMnsm 

VhcQ the dkmd ni soivow lowen ; 
jl^d fhoQi^ many a»0h we We knowa^ 
lore, 

Too pioM!, alas ! torange. 
We both can spoak of one, loye, 

Whom time oienld never change. 

We have lived and loved together, 

Through many changing years ; 
We have shared each other's gladness, 

And wept each other's tears ; 
And let ns hope the future, 

As the past hath been, vlll be ; 
I will share with thee thy sorrows, 

And thou thy smiles with me. 
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CO-OraiiTI(Mi OF Wt WIFE. 



'There is mndi good tenM and tmtli in 
&e remark of a modem anffaor, liiat no man 
ever proepered in the world without the co- 
operation of his wiib. if tihe unites in 
mutnal eBdeavomorrevards hu labor with 
an endearing smQe, with what confidenoe 
win he resort to bis merchandise or his farm ; 
fly over lands; sail upon the seas; meet 
diffionhyimd encounter danger; if he knows 
he is not spending his strength in vain, bnt 
that his labor will be rewarded by tibe sweets 
of home ! Solitude and disappointment en- 
ter the history of every man*s life ; and he 
is but half provided for his voyage, who 
finds but an associate for happy hours, while 
for his months of darkness and distress no 
sympathizing partner is prepared. 
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FOE HDSBANSS. 

A MAJS^s hoQse ihoiild be his eaithly par- 
adise. It should be of all other spots, that 
which he leaves with most regret, and to 
which he retmns with most delight And 
in order that it may be so, it should be his 
daily task to provide eveiy thing tsonvenient 
and comfortable for his wife. With every 
provision he can possibly make, her's will 
be a life of care and toil. She is the sentinel 
who can seldom, if ever, be relieved. Others 
may sleep, but if there be any one who most 
watch, it is she. She ought, therefore, to be 
furnished with every comfort within the 
means of her husband. Generally, every 
shilling expended by the husband for the 
accommodation of his wife in her domestic 
operations, is returned upon him four-fold 
— if not precisely in pecuniary advantage, 
though this is often true, it will be found in 
the order, peace, and happiness of his famOy. 



JM 



8IIIE8. 

Weep not at what the world can do, 

Nor sorrow for its wrong ; 
But wear a smile upon thy brow, 

It cannot harm us long : 
The cold contempt, the bitter scorn, 

The hatred and the guile, 
Will not feel lighter if we mourn ; — 

Oh 1 then *t is well to smile. 

Then smile at human vanity, 

And smile at human pride. 
And smile when men do flatter thee, 

And smile when they deride. 
When some would do thee wrong, then 
smile, 

And care not to condemn ; 
When some with fairer looks beguile — 

Why, have a smile for them. 

Smile with the sunshine in his light. 
Smile with the gem and flower; 

With all that's fair, and pure, and bright, 
Throughout life's fitful hour; 
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And lift, in praise, thy smiling eyes, 
And, smiling, breathe a prayer, 

To HiK who lives beyond the skies, 
And tmiUs /oret»er ther^ 



NETEB SPM Vm ANOII TOKE. 

Oh! never speak witii ai^pry tone 
To one witkin this erring wwld ; 

Let no yindictive look be shown, 
Nor be thy Up with pas&ion cnrled : 

For man at best is ft^il as dnst, 

And God alone is truly jnst 

The soul is but a waiting lyre, *' 

Whose deep vibrations varied are. 

Each answering to its quivering wire, 
And to the force its touches bear : 

Nor careless, then, your hands should 
stray, 

For fearfUl is the harp ye play. 
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